1 


By Nature form'd for 


It looks as if the God of 


The dite Event tis fit Mankind ſhould 


Greatneſs and Goodneſs here at once were ſeen, 
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| + the Glorious * Invincible, 


Jo Duke of MARLBOROUGH. 
. 


HENCE this fad Denis ? the mighty Cauſe | 
declare; 
Why mourn the brave intrepidSons of War? 
With ſilent Grief they in low Order goe,” 
Whilſt ſolemn Sadnefs ſits on every Brow, 
And all Things bear the Signs of Martial 


„. 

The Trumpets their loud Clangors now forbear, 
Nor rouze the fiery Steeds, nor animate the War, - 
But in ſad Accents their ſoft Moans repeat, 
Whilſt the hoar* Drums in mournfull Conſort beat. 


ar were dead, 


Or conquering Brittain's Guardian Genius fled. 


Too juſt the Grief; the Mighty MARLBRO's gone, 


Whilſt pale Britannia mourns her glorious Son. 
know, 
That the moſt diſtant Climes may ſhare the mighty Woe; 


Let'the whole Earth attend his Obſequies, 


The World's a Looſer when Great Churchill dies. 
Belgia's united States his Loſs deplore, 

Nor grieved for their own Naſſau more: ; 
Warlike Germania mourns with all her Sons, 
Her great Deliverer the ranſom'd Empire owns. 
The. Scbeld and Thames in doleful Conſort join, 
And hoary Iſer echos to the Rhine 


France owes his juſt Applauſe, tho' late her Dread, 


She fear'd him living, and admires him Dead, 
In him thoſe gtorious Virtues Which alone, 
Might form a Hero, all united Shone. 


Sweetly inthron'd in his Majeſtick Mein, 

How Mild yet Awfull, piercing yet Serene: 

With Wonder we the Godlike Man beheld, 

Great in the Cabinet, and in the Field. 4 


| 


Lovely he ſhone with ſuch attractive Grate, „ 


all the Arts of Peace; 


But when call'd forth to Battles loud Alarms, 


* 3 when their great Leader the , 
-% Whilft in ten Thonſand Deaths Heav' n did his Favo- 
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— 


* 


How grand he ſhew'd, how terrible in Arms! 
When MARLBKO' led the Brirtiſh Legions on, 
Cities they fought with, ſtorm'd, and Battles You? 
Secure of Conquelt e're the Fight begun. 


rene in all the Tumults of the Fiel 
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He ſpread the Nations Glory and his own. + y 


| Great Virgil's Mnead Addiſon's Campaign. 
* | Poets unborn great Churchils Acts hall chuſe,... 
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Scattering his fiery Vengeance all abroad, | 

He calm amidſt the awfull Thunder rode, | 

The Rebel Angels humb'ld and confeſs'd the G OD. | 
Let Greece and Rome their rival Heroes boaſt, ; ; 

Till Truth of Hiſtory in Fiction loſt 

Brittain ſhall Sing her MARLBOROUGH alone, 

And all their Mighty Generals Show in one. 1. 

'Gainſt Tyra nts he unſheath'd his Conquering Sword; 

Lin Pools fought the Battles of the Lord ; ci whe 

tory (till her Starry Wings diſpla 7 

And conſtant follow d —— the o 12 4 'd, 

Dauntleſs he fought not fir'd with Thirſt of Blood 2 "Sh 

Nor Thirſt of Glory, but his Countrys Good:- 51"; BY 

No Cruelty his generous Courage ſtain d, 1 

Nor did he court the vaſt Applauſe he gain d. 
Thrice Happy Iſle! renownd for Arts and Arms, 

Thy Soldiers Conqueſts, and thy Woman's Charms: 

In MARLBRO' we a finiſh'd Hero ſee. 

Natures laſt great Attempt reſerv'd for thee. 

To Diſtant Worlds ſhall fly the ſounding Praiſe, 

Where ever Fame her Golden Trumps can raiſe. . 

From Pole to Pole and where the Circling Sun, 

Thro' different Climes his flaming Race hath run, Vi 


In his great Actions Homer's ſeif might chuſe 
ASubject fit for his exalted Muſe, 
He need not here ſing the Imbattled Gods, 
Nor bring the Immortals from their bright Abodes. 
Great MARL.BRO's Acts his Genius would employ, 
Stfong as his Numbers, as his Fancy: high, 
Such Preiſes to the wondrous Themes belong, - 8 
There needs no fiction to Adorn the Song. 
What Bard will now the mighty task explore, 
Great Addiſon began but ah! he' snow no more 
Yet fin behold in his Immortal Lines, 3 j 
How Great, how Bright, the Godlike Heroe Shines ? 4. 
Bleſt Age, Bleſt Iſland, which alone could ſhow, | 
The chief of Heroes, and of Poets too. A 
With like Applauſe thro' every Age ſhall * 2 


To add Sublimer Rapture to their Muſe. * | | FD 0 
With his exploits their Fancy ſhall inflame, - 3 
And borrow Ardors from ſo great a Theme. | ... 
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8 rite ſheild, Let nor Britania's Foes inſulting Boaſt, | 
'.- Calm and unmoy'd he rul'd the vnd uproar, Tho' Mighty Churchill's gone yet alls not loſt : — 
And all the Horrors of a raging War, Shall find an Arm, proud Enemies to Scourge, © 3's f 
So When Meſſiab with reſiſtleſs Might, Nor want a 5 whillt ſhe hath a George. . _ 
bo <0 the Wich Hoſt in | dreadfull 125 I 3 1 . 
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